CHAPTER   SIXTEEN
AIRBORNE BALLAST
ANOTHER happy family reunion followed. We felt that peace was in the air. When the invasion shadows were lifted from the Sussex coast the family had moved back to a tiny bungalow at Angmering-on-Sea, originally acquired in Munich days as a combined air-raid and holiday investment. The newly painted bungalow smelt of peace. It was also Christmas-time. I thought hard and seriously about a post-war job.
The office, too, seemed to be thinking of peace and rehabilitation. Television attracted me once again. I knew it would eventually be something far bigger, better and more important than radio, stage or screen. But it was a distant prospect. Obviously it would be some years before even the 1939 standard of public service would be restored. Meanwhile, though the war obstinately refused to end, I found myself suddenly " without a front."
John Wallis had taken over the Eighth Army; Capell was covering the trouble in Greece. On the Western Front we had a strong team, including Christopher Buckley, H. D. Ziman, and Peter Lawless.1 Although I felt that family claims, waived in the urgent stresses of 1940—4, now had some priority, I was perturbed about the professional status of a frontless war correspondent, and wondered, inwardly, whether this was another tumble off the steps.
I found myself at the reporter's desk once more. There is a story, gleefully repeated in The Daily Telegraph office, that the famous correspondent Bennet Burleigh, returning after many campaigns, was sent to cover an inquest at Lambeth. This may be apocryphal. It did not happen to
1 To the great sorrow of his colleagues, Lawless was killed at Remagen.
274t the proud moment of his receiving the Freedom of the City of London. But I like to think of him best in that time of triumphant farewell in Italy when, surrounded by his own comrades in arms, he stood in a blaze of coloured lights on the verandah, chatting genially and basking in success. On each of these several occasions " Alex " was the same calm and dominant personality. Victory, defeat, or public honour made no difference to him, as far as I could detect.
